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Hilda Stonham stood idly by the window of
her sitting-room, and looked out upon a long
stream of recruits, marching solemnly, Tour
abreast, along the far side of the street,

Solemnly, and in absolute silence, without »
strain of music, or a whistle, or a song! I
they were ispired by the highest flame of
putriotismn which can illumine supreme sacri-
fice, there was no visable or outward sign of
it. Some of the faces wore a sullen look, al-
most as if they resented the position in which
they lound themselves.

“It's very English,” she muttered to herself
“Rut hoirid, all the same. Why doesn’t some
body cheer-— 7"

On the impulse of the moment, she opened
the casement window, and fluttered a white
handkerchief with a pink edge, out upon the
murky air.

One caught sight of it, nudged his neigh-
bour, and the four in that row touched then
Caps.

“T don’'t cae! T envy them!
I were only a mun!” she muttered, as she shut
the window, after watching the tailend di:
appear round the corner. “And how Gilbert
can meel processions like that every day, and
not be ashamed of himself, T can’t think! It
mukes me dead ashamed to look them in the
face.”

Her face, which nature had oviginally made
sweet, looked tired and sour at the moment;
also. her thirtyv-two vears werve plainly dis
cernable. Unusually, her slim figure, and
certain girlishness of style, took seven o eight
vears off. She had been Gilbert Stonham's
wife for =even vears., Happy years? Well,
only partially. They were childless, selfish
people, who had weighed things up in the queel
cold-blooded. modern way, and decided thes
could not afford luxuries—children among thi
vest. Golf and bridee and theatres they must
have: the vest had to go to the wall.

But homes are not built upon such founda-
tions, and, durving the last vear, just before
the war broke out, an immense weariness and
disgust of life and of one another, had over-
whelmed and encompassed them. They snap-
ped at one another and were daily drifting fur-
ther apart.

And now the war was six months old, and
Hilda was feeling bitter and resentful because
she had no stake in it; because Gilbert had not
obeved the eall; and because she had not found
the niche she thought she could so eleganti
fill.

If only she were ifree! she sometimes pas-
sionately cried. But who among us is free.
Hardly a mother's son or daughter.

The bittermess of har mood had not passed
when at six o'clock she heard her husband’s
latchkey in the door. She did not run to meel
him. The modern golf and bridge wife does
not do that! 1t is crude, elementary,-——simpl)
not done.

She yawned slightly, looked bored, and, whe!
he entered the voom, harvdly turned hen heqd
RBut she had a very clever trick of being able
to see witheut appearing to be interested: and
she was so struck by something unusual in
Gilbert's face, thta a question involuntarily
sprang to her lips,

“Aren't you well, Gih 7" she asked thppantl)

He was a slim, dark voung man, with au fuce
gomewhat dissatisfied and careworn. Ven
well dressed after the faghion of the city ma
bhut with something artifieial and unreal abou
him. They lacked life and vitality—that young
couple; they appeared old and tired hefore then
time.

“Im all right,” he answered rather stilfly
“Any tea going?"

She elevated her brows,

“Six o'clock—and we are dining at the North-
crofts at seven-thivty.”

“I'm not.” he assured her calmiyv. “Bettel
ving Ellie up and tell her. Fact is, Hilda, I've
enlisted—"

“Inlisted 7—How do you mean?
commission, | suppose.”

“No.—enlisted, I've always meant that f
I did go in, I'd join thoroughly. There are too
many weedy chaps wearing Sam Brownes al-
ready. | won't add to them. T'li eun my pro-
motion, or go without it—that's all. 1t's the
only way. It isn't fair to the Tommies,—they
want to be led, and a chap has got to learn
how to “lead, before he tries to lead them. My
views, Hilda—not worth much, perhaps, but
there they are.”

He spoke lightly, yet with & touch of de
fiance which indicated that he was not sure of
his reception. IHer face hardened

“You're just tulking rot, Gilbert, A common
Tommy, vou're going to he! Well, then, T for-
bid it: and, if vou persist--why I wash my
hands of vou.”

“Can't help it, old wivl, That’s my platform
—see: and 1 can’t alter it. 1 hoped you might
goe it same as | do,—but T might have known.”

There was & world of reproach in the words,
but Hilda Stonhum, obsessed hy her own purely
selfish outlook, failed to notice it. When she
had longed for husband to go to the wur, she
had pighered hersell, walking with proper pride
by the side of a well-dressed officer, entering
restaurant or theatre by his side, and the blow
{o her pride was rather a shattering one,

She did not even, at that moment, enquire
what regiment he had honoured by his selec-
tion, she did not actually believe that he would
carry & plan so monstrous into execution until,
three days later, when he turned up at the flat
in Victoria Street, in the more or less well-fit-
ting uniform of a private in the London regi-
ment. She stared at him coldly, and shrugged
her shoulders.

“So it was true, after all: and you have done
it! Well, what do you suppose is going to be-
come of me?” _

“It will not make much, if any, difference to
you, Hilda. You will have three pounds a week
coming in, and you can either live here, with
one of the servants, or you can let the flat and

home to your mother—"

“Thanks, awfully! But they don’t want any
oods at Mitcham. Besides, I should

ed :
:;:hxlgllmmgd to tell them. I'll let the flat, if I

im disappear.”
ca?ieagit:l ﬁotpgk where, for he had confidence
in her, so far, he believed she would not
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do anything foolish. She was far too self-
centered and calculating to take any step tha
might endunger her reputstion or position,

A litte silence fell between them, then, and
on Stonham's lace there was rather a quee
expression,—a mingling ol regret, pathos, and
wistfulness, that might have appealed to
wonman's heart

Al vight., | know 1 can’t dictate, Hilda
You've never allowed me to do that. Rather
wish Christmas had been over before it hap-
pened. Where will vou go for Christmas?”

“Non’t bother about me,”" she safd loftils
“1 am quite cupable of looking after mysell,

The tone indicated that he had forfeited the
vight, if. indeed, she had ever granted it. A
aol(esufficient voung woman had Hilda Ston
ham been, during all her marvied life, and had
never awiakened in her husband the protectivi
natinet which is one of the sweetest attribute
ol love,

The steady sadness of his gaze disquited he
and there was something gnawing at her hewt
which she resented, and did not understand

“Where is vour training camp?” she asked.
pither pettishly, “And when do you go to it

“Oh, Oxshott: and 1 go tomorrow,”

I eourse vou don't Know how long vou

il e kept there before vou dre sent out (o
the Tront '

Ave vou mosuch a ey, Hilda " he asked,
with a slightly melancholy toueh

“But | have to learn my bit, st

There was no Tormal good-bye said on the
MOrron Dreading it, indeed, Hilda went out
for the day, leaving a note explaining that hel
sgagements were too importint 1o break
“And, after all, Oxshott 15 not very far awa)
and no doubt _\Ull'” get ]lll"llll\ of leave,” she
wirote

Stonham'’s smile was a little wry, as h
perused the hastily =crvibbled note, but pei
haps he too was relieved,

Christmas fell in three weeks' time, but 10

the men who had newly joined, there vwas 1
Chistinas leav

After some deliberation with hersell, [hida
decided to spend Christmas week at Bowimne
moutly, where, i a fashionanle hotel, e
thing might he going on [t was quite fuli

»

and there were plenty of soldiers theve, offica
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SSHE HAD PHOTLEED HERSELE WALRING Y

on leave from the Dront, and otie 0 had

pot o few dayvs, and had brought th Ty}

folk away to get relief from war-work

Hilda, good-looking, well-dressed, « gpood
musician and dancer, was very popular.  With
out deliberate intention ghe lted aboul her hue
band, and gave the impression that he wis an
officer fighting in France.

A widow lady who had lost two sons n U
warl, and had come to Bounremouth with thi
third, on leave from the Flanders front, wateh
od with uneasiness a flirtation growing up i
tween the bov and the attractive Mrs, Sto
ham. She was a simple, straightforward, plan
spoken sort of woman, and when a word to the
son did no good, she spoke out, quite frankly,
in the lounge, one day, to Hilda

“My son sent his compliments, and regrets,
Mrs., Stonham. He was reecalled toda) He
asked for extension over the New Year, but it
was refused, He left by the early train this
morning.”

“Oh, mdead; how Liresomis for: voul! il
Hildu, and felt herself eolouring, under the old
Indyv's steady gnze,

“I'm not 80 sor; nor was he. This sort ol
thing 18 not whut the hoys want when Uhe)
come home. | made a mistake in hringing him
here.”

Hilda could think of nothing to sa) Her
fair. calm face, with its aureole of golden hair,
presented its usual inserutable expression,

“How long are vou going o stay?" asked
Mrs. Legertwood.

Hilda shook her head.

“I don't know. All places arve alike. 1 am
sick of my life.”

You would get fresh interest if you would
hestir yourself. Why not try some war-work ™

“1 couldn't nurse. 1 loathe sick people,—and
I couldn’t sit making bandages or Red Cross
uckets, The only thing 1 would really like to
do 15 to drive a motor, and, unfortunately, |
don’t possess one to drive,"

“There are the canteens—that is intervesting.
| am going back to Franee, to my Hut, next
coek. I vou like, I will take vou."

No oone knows whenee such impulses come,
Sire. Legertwood had no such thought in her
nind when she opened the conversation, In-
deod she could quite truly have suid that Mvs.
Stonham was the last person in the world she
would have ivited to share hey work at the
PBase Caump o France

“Do vou really mean that, Mrs, Legertwood ¢
I <hould love it and once I conld speak French

W

“All to the good—bit the work is venr e,
and vour beautiful hands would suffer.”

“1 should not mind that. 1 realiy would
like to be doing something,” she said impul
1vel 1'm not very happy, and 1 don't Know

what to do with my life.”

They had many long talks in the next two
divs, and the results was that sll arvangements
were made, and Hilda agreed to follow Mrs,
Legertwood  divectly  all hey papers came
through, They were considerable delaved, und
Cwas the middle of February before she actual
oot away, In the interval, she saw her nus
pind only once; and once more, the figure he
et in the aniform of & private soldier, and
viitfots signs of the veality of the traming, i
edd her with a fastidious disgust,

Their hvief interview was not a success, and
the wall between them seemoed to rise highe
nd higher. until it shuat out all that was inti
mate and human,  She did not even tell hini
about her plans for France, she merely said
that she hn!\ul to let the flut, and alter that,

her plans were indelinite
Stonhnm retwrned to the Oxshott Camp ra
ther depressed in spirits, vet witd curions
feoling at the back of all., that he had dong
the right thing, and that somehow, good would
come outl of what seemed 4 very unsatisfaclors
B e —
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FHE SIDE OF A WELLDRESSED GEFTICER

dnte ol allmirs Detween nm and
Hina he beon asked o1
ment on the situation. he might have angwere
that 4t least it was not any worse than it had
been: nayv, even that 1t might be better;

certainly wes so for him.  For, in Oxzhott

 definite prohouhi

Camp, & man among men, Stonham was linding
his soul

As Tor his wife—her tdep of going out to
Franee s not voey clem ."".-l']" Wi not n
spived by any high ideal or desive for service; it
simply represented o welcome means of escape
from a hife that had been suddenly shorm of
most of the zods she had worshipped,

Fvorvhody was at war-work: even the mos!
Vivolows of her friends seemed to have sudden

turned over a new leaf, And she was an
abicet ol eoneral envy because she was gomg Lo
France,

One delay tollowed another, and March wa
actually n before she wus able to muke the
crossing to Havre, and then up to Rouen, to
the camp where Mis, Legertwood had g talled
her hut

The whole thing
to Hilda Stonhiam., and for the first time, sory-
ng ten and coffee to endless reinforcements,
aver g counter which she was expected to keep
clewn, she began to realise the walr,

How a human soul is awakened to a sense of
its destiny and calling, 18 alwavs diffioult to
andyse. It is usually better not to attempt
it hut rather, fust to describe what actually
h;lpl}l‘lll'd.

Hilda did not like the work at first. She

cLremendous revelation

OURS BUT TO TRUST

New friends will brighten the way and the
old

Still will grow dearer, new strength will
be ours;

New hopes will come with their joys to
unfold.

Paths will be sweetened with sunshine

and flowers,

There will be laughter on lips that we love.
There will be smiles to endear and to
charm;
There will be rairbows and starlight above,
Guidance to help us and keep us from

Answer to praver shall be ours and may

No one turn from his hape in despair;

Rest there shall be for the weary who say:

“Skies will be cloudless and all will be
fair.”

This is the faith we must harbor and hold,

This is the joy that should rest in the
heart.

Life holds a promise that's brighter than
gold—

Ours but to trust and to do well our

part!
MYRTELLA SUTHERLAND.
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eyes, oving to the back of the -g\v"" .

hated the unbecoming overall; the gru
kitchen, where she had often to wres
gle-handed with refractory stoves and
But gradualiy she began to be interestet
to tuke pride in keeping the hut and
stood for, up to the mark. Bt

And (rom that time, it was but o stepEs
living interest in the men fol whom the Wor
wus done. She was very good to ook At
when she smiied, any nman was proud S
pleased to he noticed by her, So, g ruduslly
she bBegun to win theiy confldenee, and to
ready to help and aavise them on all sorts €
subjecls, .

Mrs, Legertwood, looking on, wus surp
at fiest: but always glad, and there wis o
jeadousy in her hemt, when she saw how &

1T

VOunger womiah, opening oul the stores of
pathy she had never realiy diawn upon Ll
Decame a magnetl drawing lonely hearts LoJes
It was in its way o lovely thing to watchias
Hilda's face soon began to show the sigh A
ieal of her awakening.

As the months volled by, o certain wistf ol
i to creep into her eyves, for sl |I“-.‘ ¥
news of Gilbert He had ceased to write &
ters ! she wis not even aware whether high
talion had heen sent to any of the fightin
fronts,  Out of her love and svmpathy tof S
bovs, there began to 2row an entirely newy N
1ringe tenderness Llowards the one |‘il.\ e

i s own lagasge —she hwd "turned ‘ﬁ

or his too Hiersl obedience to the e
Your King and Country need you,” =)
Time passes quickly when on hands ar

full, and =nddeniy, one wild December
Hildan Stonha eslised Christmas woul
it ipon the mumedintely, and that the,\' 1
nake redl prepmrations to eele brate ll .I ;
nt Lamp

wing of the same mind, s

Ul

Kemmforeem
paralions went forwnd with much enthus
did the bovs g0 far from home, &t l“ J
geing to bhe given a vers 3.'""'1 "-[lltiﬂn-'« n
venl thing. On the Thursday of the Wetlk DES

fore Christmas, Hilda got off tor a i
%
a
-

hours, as she h promisod to play anda sin
. wlos patients at a di
tant part of the canp. She did nob eare fo
! it o Rl and -: i 8

ave her too .nd, when shg 2
ot up to sing, her volce was a hittlequ :

through, and ~
ousiy, she ve thel
tha H,l".'. |’J‘m Surn

i '._‘_ thien [ 1T the ¢ho
Fortunuts it was the last verse, i

gt 1 A wety ne haa ' 'ur;_'--t.ltﬂ. I
Ceilbert, aneg I | (jueer axy ALH
it sh hatd put to 1l to keep on singing

He was still stunding when she gob od
nd he waite

WMINE hesgvily i1 his crutch
ner i Mage 1hne advanc
iibine ! = Whve, Gibibie ! she snid [nltersngy
here have vou come from ™
Down from Festubert—eve » long ago,
i e, trying to speak hght ‘And vou
| UPPORE VOU Ve U ut with one of T.h
] rt "'.au."‘
Ny, no! I'm 1o o the Canteen f
imber Six Hut, But where can we talk, Gil
¢i'e Ll L oeekns T "-“_"It-l
11 le o outside, There
1 i 1 te, and T'm il
s wna Practies 1 never go
i «uving ! wa oming nome ¥
ook el s
Nin | never got it Il 1. GGibbi
Bt et us g | g here."
! 11, notad ) ion, o
t It Conll i
nt t i ny Yo
ens' she
| T ]‘ (11%] d 1r \ 1
] it | 1‘1 1 \
| I us 4 g ,”
| cte ' i
bt til ‘-.;: LT " ow a n” i
Fhank Goed!™ <he prepeat i ful
et lips quivered pitiful o did Stonham’s
but there was & sweetness st his heart like th
shinimg oif the =u
“And have vou b TR the time
‘ll}"'."ll“
A W' v Ivold
:‘\'l! | l'l.'l:.- ‘ AL tistant | If anl
'd known! I'll go buck to Enginnd with vou
Crihibiie | navent nad i A i Vet \\.l";
spend Christmias ol home' -
“In the [l
“No—al Falmout] | o107 sy
iy s ¢ lad ther ! ' erint
‘Am | likely Lo { 3 .". v
simply as o child Rut won'l it e pev ..|‘,",:
vou, old grivl, carting aroune Mo '[‘Ilh '
and an old eroek at thil e

she |.‘lll he Il.'.'1'i on i s
“Pon't Gilibine!  ['ve ' !
I \, VERsON. A
lived among them o ne months 1 [IO:
them—gentlemen, all! And ' o ‘ l
i " Al | 1 P rou i
i ot b fd to h(‘h]n
There was nobody i 12Nt st then, and
she Lurned to him suddenly and kissed hliI"l'i
“"I've been o rotlten wife (il i CT!
een j LLe e, Gibbie: but 1M
better, 've leaimed {rom Tomimy. !
cast me off 7" ‘
“od forbid!” he said, and his eyves, so lon
sad and unfathomable, filled with tears. “Buf
I ought to tell you, Hilda, I've esrned my prod)
motion IIiillH'. what 1 set out to do An';l | go
h;u'k.tn England to take up my commission.”
Pl help you choose your kit—but I'll wal
down Hegent Street with myv Tommy first!
she .:-:nr'l. then, under her breath mlfiirlé mftl)‘P
"Christmas at home—thank God!

i

You won'f

THE WORLD NEEDS YOUR WORK.
The world has gone through the hell of wa
and come out maimed and suffering. Hone
work, decent living, earnest thinking and dof
were never needed more than now. From t
s;oungest starting ?ut. to the old man
oman, every one of courage and real ;
will determine to ‘make this year the gl;:? :I:
g::tena a preparation for making the others
I,




